FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
Do not the daily round of work in such a soil, the daily
consumption of such a diet, and the daily use of such speech,
go far to explain the Chinese character?
Pingliang.
When we arrived at Pingliang on the fourth evening, the
driver informed us that we should have to wait there until
a broken spare part could be replaced.
We refused to do anything of the kind. We had had enough
of Ms fifty-five-miles-a-day efforts, and being guaranteed by
our contract in case of such a contretemps, we set off in
search of a better vehicle for the morning. It was fortunate
that we did. For, of his three lorries, one took ten days to
reach Lanchow, another twelve and the third finished up
in a ravine on the Liu Pan Shan, a mountain pass 10,000 feet
high which had to be negotiated on the way.
The inn at Pingliang had some pretensions to comfort.
There was a rug on the k'ang, there was a candle instead of
the archaic earthen lamp, and numerous servants—only they
never brought the water we called for.
"We shall be free soon and have all the water we want/3
said Nina, dreaming longingly of her yurt Her face was
good to look at. It had lost its Tientsin pallor. After the
few days in the open air she was already beautifully tanned.
The Spanish priests who had an establishment in the
village were bright young men of an infectious gaiety. It
was Sunday. Vespers were over and they were just sitting
down to their cocoa when we arrived. They were so sur-
prised as to be almost upset at seeing us. Everyone of them
offered his place. They loaded our plates with pastries and
seemed genuinely glad to see us. Full of the spirit of youth,
they laughed delightedly at our Latin-tfwm-Spamsli verbal
inventions and at my remark that I had the misfortune not
to be a Catholic, They talked of the number of people they
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